
TROUBADOUR THEME
JuliaArthur Selects'
Lines From llSer-emonda- "

That
' Most Appeal to
Her in Poetic
Beauty

By JULIA ARTHUR.
(Appearing in William Lindtey's

"Seremondn" at the Criterion
Theatre.)

The following are my favorite
lines of "Sercmonda" because they
best indicate the poetic beauty of
the play and also 'stamp its distinc-
tive qualities as a decided romantic
drama. Many of the lines set
themselves to music, more of them
than I have selected, but these are
the ones that sine themselves'
throtigh the brain like poems.

Mr. I.lndi-.c- Is :i lioston business
man who Is a port. lie lias long made
a study of tiicj Troubadour ami their
times. "Srrcmondu." which wan pub- -'

llshed under the title of "The Ited
Wine of Ito'usslllun," Is placed In the
Troubadour period. The theme comes
down from the twelfth century and
lias been used by I'.occacclo and other
author. Italnion Is nb.-e- on one nf
the crusades. tumors come of his
dentb. Ills wire. Sercmonda. and
Cullhcm fall In lovc.

Kiii:muxii.
bo a spendthrift with the day

I'D And buy full value of the. "Joy
of life."

Seremondn goes to window and
stands looking out.

oi'imikm.
I hope I tun at leasfa lark who mounts
On valiant wings to heaven. What

shall I sing?
SLRUMONtlA.

t cue not, Just n verse or two, no
more

I love the hawk more than the simple
lark

A hawk, clear eyed, unhooded, strong
of wing.

UrtMIKM.
'here Is a new sons that young Ar-- I

naut slugs
In praise' of Alazals. I am not sure
T have each word, and of the melody
There Is, alas, no single note I know.

, One lino Is beautiful beyond compare.
And all night long it whispered In

my ears.
Gttllhem recites the lines.

SONG.

Wo three, my lady, you and I and
Love

We only know the secret of u treasure
Which blue eyed, Hope alone, may

weigh and measure.
There's not Its like In blissful heaven

above.
I'll breathe the secret that we know

so well
My heart Is yours yours mine, and

I confess
I care no other treasure to possess.
Heaven hath no charms while here on

earth wo dwell
"Wc three, my lady, you and I and

Love.
When Cullhem finishes, Scrcmomla

turns to him, her face atlame with
love.

sKr.u.Moxtn.
Guilhcm!

OX'II.IIEM.
My queen.

ICiiillicm raits on his Knees and
kisses Sercmondn's hand.

KKRUMOKIIA.

Lifting Culllicm.
A dog may UlSf, my hand.

Cullhcm kisses Seremonda's check.)
SGUEMONliA. i

My check Is free to every noble guest.
Cullhem seizes her in his nrms and

kisses her on the lips passionately.)
'

KKI1KM0NPA.

You arc no longer blind? '

lil'IMIKM.
At last I look undazzlcd at the sun.

si:r.KMONI"A.

You cannot touch and taste a distant
sun.

Cullhem kisses her again.) .

nriMiEM.
I've longed for this sweet draught

' As one, dying of thirst, who sees a
spring

Beneath tall palm trees wavlnf o'er
the hands.

sKr,i:.MONn.. j,
You might have drunk a weary year

ago
The spring was hcie and free to take,

(il 11.11 km .

(Trembling.)
There's more than water in that

draught.

WILLIAM
first time I over saw Will-la-

Till-- do Morgan was at the
studio In Florence of the late

MI.--.-S the American sculp-tr- r

ss.
Her studio w.ih on what was then

called Lung' .Mugnone, now Viule Mil-

ton, which was and Is one. of the resi-

dential quarters of Klorence's nrt col-on-

nnd it win In ono of the studio

apartments theie that the Do Morgans

Wid their homo untl'.i about three years

ago. they ieturr.1 to Kngland to make

the Chelsea homo where he died.
.MHs Ki reboin. at the time when I

mw Mr. Lo Morgan first, had deserted

nitlstlc unconsciousness und was

putting "meaning" into her marbles.

To elucldato this inner significance on

l.er at homo days she would take her
callers In successive groups to ono

after another of her productions,
os the procession moved along,

a species of running lecture or talk..
The uroup In which the hour of my
i all placed in" wis almost completing
Its tour of the spacious and high celled
Hudio when two new arrivals entered.
1 a -- ee tlieui now. two of the strung-c-

looking my uninitiated eyes
jet had seen.

Tall, thin to emaciation, gray haired
with dellcito f.u-- und struggling beard,

si:ki:.munii.
It stirs your pulse? Sometimes I've

had the fear
That in your veins theie was no ardent

lilood.
mn.UEM.

I thought of my good lord. i

My oath of loyalty. That was Inccage'
Through whose strong bars I cou'd

not break.
Cullhcm leaves, the window and

paces ,up and down before the fire-
place. Seremonda follows hhn and
puts her hand on Ids arm. '

pi:i:e.mo.viia.
Your master and .my wicked lord was!

dead.
And we were free. My heart was i

thirsty, toy;
My lips were parched with longing

for your hi.ss.
: i i i.n i; M .

We had .sure news tint, one short week i

ago.
I prayed that he might live.

si:!ii:.Moxn.
I wished him dead.

He stole me from the blood besprinkled
church.

And robbery can give no valid right.
iini.HRM.

Vet Iio was good to me.
And e'en I think he loved you too.

hKIIKMON'PA.

He loved red wine as well.
Ho loved his his armor and his

dog. .

I might have stood the efiual of them
all

But the black o)iarger that he rode to
war.

There is the sound of a dMant
trumpet. Cullhem and Seremonda go
to window.)

onuiBM. i

Who think you summons us? , '

fflisilMONin,
'Tis far away. "Tis naught..

arn.iiUM.
Only the horn or Death run frighten us.

' j

I f

Wo must be fair to Italnion, who has This heaven last. You must In-

board good to me,
The fatal trumpet. May he tcl In My Cullhem. until thin hies., d

neace. j hour
sniKMONin. I've had but glimp-c- s of th joy of

I hope he sulTcrii l ightly for Ills sin. life.
(lrn.iiu.M. Tell me when first love blossomed in

He like an elder brother was tn ine, your heait?
And in the forest once lie saved mv ut'ii.iiEM.

life: always loved you as rhe laik ihe
I'd fallen and w-i- s faint and weapon- - sKy

less, When Itaimon told me ere he went
The Uoar's sharp tusks a li.ind-bicadt- h nwav

' from my side.

the man was clad In a shabby suit
and coarse dark gray Annuel shirt,
open at the ihrn.it; his coinpjiilun.
slight, much younger looking, with
worried face of me wife of an unsuc-
cessful artist, in what seemed the l.ust
contents of an lesthetlc wardrobe of
thn VSOs.

Our hostess s'opped short, Joy, tW-eien-

In he. eyes.
"Oh!" she c.vlanncd, how pleased

1 am to see you!" and then, as they
motioned her to cnntluiie the Inspec-
tion of her work", she iinneuncc d sollo
voce: "lie Morgan, the fauiom putter.
and h's wife, the last or the' I

Itaph.io.ncs. She's the niece of Spencer
Stnnhi pe. who decorated Holy Trinity."

Holy Trinity is the Knglish church
of Via l.aiuai iiior.i. the one made use
of by Mrs Humphry Ward for the
scene of the mairiage In "l.adv ltote's
Daughter " owing to Its h iving no
windows, under an Id Italian law for
1'rotestant churches. Its decoilitlngnrd
modernizing Is one of tin, modern

triumphs of Klnivnee; hence the
mention of Spencer Stanhilpe.

Tin- - lectin e oter. the visitors tiled to
the free space of the studio where the
l)n Morgans Iwd srated themselves and
some v uiig girl served tea The talk
wnn all bv the hostess ami the De .Mor-

gan"'.
I bad never seo-- a rotter, nor ye' a

nor. being new ''o the
Klorenco colony Juid I ever heard i uch
talk. It was all almut nrt by jpcnplo
whobo standards tvero perfectly estab

Arthur .V U ;

hmuip M

at

SEIIKMONU.
Had Itaimon been as close to me as

on
He'd clasped me in Iks arms a year

ago.
ISeicnionda returns to seat at win-

dow. Cullhcm makes 'gesture of ap-
peal, and falls on his, knees before her
Seinnonda relents anil caresses his
hair with her Imiid.

V

KEIIE.MOXIH.
Torsive me. Cullhem: hate me not
I love on none the less because my

heart
Hath little honor In it nought but

love.
Kiss me again.

They embrace and kiss.
urn.tiE.M.

'Tls like a fabled fountain of theHCast,
And he who drinks must ever thirst

for more.
skuemonih.

We've, come a long and weary road to
leach

My service was to be on you alone

He and His Wife,
Poverty

lished in the old esoteric language uf
that famous circle of the lluskln day,
or whom, now that Do Morgan if dead,
thein are left In or the old
shining ljhts only Vernon I.t-c- , Henry
Newman, the American artist, once
Ituskln's draughtsman and well known
as a painter or the Nlle,;tnd Ituskln's
"I'Y.incesrn," I.Mrs. Fanny Alexankbr),
blind, neai ly SO nnd living In an
old palace In Pla..a Santa Maria No- -

Willi.
As I w.itehed the De .Morgans that

day theie c.iine to me something I can
never lose, and that is a realization or
the perfect democracy of the aris-
tocracy. well born, yet
In these strange garments, plainly
poor, their talk showed them to
belong to the best Floientine
society, mine after mime prefaced
by Knglish or Italian titles natu-
rally punctuating tin- - conversa-
tion. have never seen two people
more at ease In artistic HhabblmvH
nor two who left a more distinct senso
of not being shabby in aught but rai-
ment.

De Morgan made me think ot Don
iJillMite. and ('.veiled a desire to place
before him n huge sllco of Knglish
l oast beef, so thill, so lanky, no blood-

less did ho look, Mrs. Pe Morgan, or
"Kvelyn." iih nearly nil the old Floren-
tine circle called her, gave the effect
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Who Was Known
DE MORGAN IN FLORENCE

of sonic bewildered follower of Ko.ssetti
or Hill having strayed from
some itiii Wht into the garish day or
that modem studio

Mr. De Morgan then was making
his tiles, line of the old artists told
me that tile cause of their not selling
hail nothing to do with the tiles from
the art standpoint. The trouble was
that Mr 1 Morgan could not manii-factiu- c

them In quantities sullli-leii- t to
make tin price low enouuh In Invite
purchaser- It( was always a little of
a sore point with Mr. De .Murgail that
his tiles, over which he spent so much
of his life mid which In themselves

Ills sense of alt. only gued
their Mile thioiigh bis fume. Sevelal
years ago It was liupibslblo to buy
one at any pi li c in c, the cult
for the De .Mm gao ti'.e hawng

the supply
it was the same with Mrs. De Mor-

gan's drawings ami
puinllngs. Fur years they adorned
Iter studio. Her husband famous, no
Florence exhibition wiir complete with-
out an Kvelyn De Morgan drawing,
though the yooii.: ul artists In the
studios palming their wild "Women
Who Co Aloiu niwr look ipileily
Mrs. Pe Moi.in's vpu.-iitcl- delicate
nnd "Kvcnlng Ktnr" angels
and faced majdens.

I often saw Tilr. Dc Morgan after
t

FALL OF RAlTvTON IN

BEFORE
as of the

Bravely Unchanged by

painstaking

that, encountering in the studio or on
the I. ling' Mugnoue a quaint, thin tig-in- c.

wearing that workman's flannel
shlit and marked by that gray look
of the unsuccessful man. Not that
lack of success ever mattets 111 Flor-

ence. In the De jforgnn set what
counted only was that esoteric code
or art standards, ihoughuhe De Mor-- i
guns themselves never seemed pre- -

tendinis about It.
It was the most d or cir-':c- s.

siittlclent In itseir, nnd putting no
alue on fashion. If Vernon I.eo had

her villa, the De Moigans had their
t'tudlo, the Newmans their apartment,
the AlcNunilers their palarc. The thing
was that all had collect standards of

' nit and all had priceless possession of
' those old treasures of Florentine art,

collected In bygone days for a song
lleniy .l.nnes, when he occupied a

j villa at liello.sguardo, was part of It

'and so was Constance l'enlinoie Wool-- )
son,

To be ndmltted to the remnant of
Its circle remaining to-d- Is to heat
stories of De Morgan ill his youth, of
how ".loseph V.ini" Is much more the
story ot his father, Augustuu Or Mor-
gan, the muthematlciun, than even
1) Morgan confessed. At these, old
liouse.i, ns the tulo goes on, .lames,
Watts, lluskln, all the rest of them
seem to come In like wraiths to enjoy

I asked no more of heaven.
SEiiBMo.su.

But when changed love to passion -
Tell me that.

Do you remember that soft njght in
It,nn.

When we together In this window sat.
And watched the moon tloat through

the ylcl'lingi crouds?
SEREMOXm.

Never shall I forget.
OriMIKM.

You asked me. "If a ladv gave to you
I Glances of love, would you dare nnswerj

them'."
skkemonih.

And you said. "Yes. if 1 were only sure
I Her looks had truly shown her lieait "

ot ii.HE.M

And then you gazed at me until I saw
The moon no nioi e but on your blue

eyes, i

"

a cup ot the 'Countess's tel." as they
were wont to do In '.lie The I'nuntess
who gne her name. Ironi he- - tut n --

ductiou or the paiticiilai brand to
Florence, to this famous tea. was
Clara Nowllo's datighter-in-l.'W- , ti.o
Countess Olg.tuc' I, and many a cup
did Do Morgan drink.

Then came ".fames Vance" and
"Allce-for-Shor- t" and all I'lorene ex-

claimed: "Why it's Kvelyn S'an-hope'-

husband. De Morgan. tht pal-
ter, who has wsltien this,, boi.'.s: '

and behold Mr. De Mhim.io. the arth-i-
on the Via Tornaliiuinl. tall, lanky Mill,
but In ei-cll- ni clothes. mi ont'oiril
shirt, and a'.l that giay look of thu
harassed unsuccessful man 'tone for-
ever. It was a Ix . .it ifnl sight, for
liiospeiity had no oifo. t mi th kind-
liness of the dell ale teal ored face.

llcpose, dignity, th" i oiisi iousness
of not having failed him.self had soft-
ened every nustcriU ami given his
aging face that look or content which
beautifies. Those who not only loved
but bought De Morgan's hooks'hnd a
very large and visible liih iest on their
money jn eliciting h a i banco In a
man's whole iik it w.i- - i'u n.iinr
With Mrs Dc ig.i'i w'lnse. good
look;! revived with pre iperU and
whose icsthctic garb disappeared be-

fore, well set up, more commonplace
raiment.

BUSINESS MAN
And llun you smiled mid whispered,

"Tell me now, I

Is tills glance true or false?" I an-

Kweicd thi n,
".May all things be as please you best."

The trumpet sounds nearer, and
tiullhem goes to-

-
window.

A moment sooner I had seen them

Now they are. hidden by the winding
road,

smr.MosiiA.
What enre we who they nre? It mat-

ters not.
tiullhem returns and embraces

Sercmnndu.
iini.i'iuM.

Nought nin I tern when I hold you In
my armn.

SKISKMONtl.

If I am ydurs, my master, tell me this:
What will you do with me?

OTIMIK.M.

I'll take you to the priest
morn.

We shall be wedded ere the sun is high.
We'll gnliop to my c.isile In the fields
My little castle with the lllled mo.it
And there I think ou'll find the

of life.
SKRKMON'tH.

Tho Joy of life!
(It'lMIKM.

And many happy years we there shal'
dwell.

V three, my lady, you and I n'.d

I.ove.
Ouldn rushes in pale and breath

less 1

Knlninn. supposed to 1c dead. !''
tutn. What be learns arouses 1'
suspicion.

Ills tongue Is forked - I' faith. I th;n'
you're light.

And there Is deadly venom on it too.
To hear the names of thoc I love th-

best
Coupled mi close did violence to in-

cur".
In Cullhcm do I trust against th

world,
Vet he's a creature of warm flesh uiv

blood.
And Seremonda! 'faith she'd tempt i

saint
To leave tlie Joys of I'aradise.

Iltaimon starts up in passion.
If I thought that their dewy Hps bad

touched
I'd send them both to hell.

There's something wrong. I know noi
w hat or why.

I'm like u ship which, sailing through
a mist.

Hears ound of warning bells, but
can,lot te"

I''rom whence they come.

rrtalnion tiles to learn the truth.)
orit.ii km.

f.i .n. tl,.,,i toll Ibp name I love.Ill KHIItl 111. .."
You have a boar spear teady in your

hand.
Here is your mail;.

Itaimon poises the spear as if to
strike. Cullhcm faces him without
flinching. Itaimon lets the po'nt . f

the spear fall to the ground.)
1MIMO.V.

And be forever mocKeo oy sunn oi.-- .
I bid you by your oatli of loyalty,
The sacred pledge you gave me a my

squire,
Tell me the name

ICiitlhem makes appealing gesture
but Itaimon is obdurate)

Those who knew Mr. Dc Morgan's
life aie always fitting Ills hooks to
scenes or places they know of in
actuality; AO Fitzroy Square, where he
woiked in stalnod glass, icappearlng
m "Allce-for-Short- ." plans in Flor-
ence, in ' Joseph Vance " The story
of the mnrrlige In the latter is a well
known tiaditlon of Florence. Ituskln's
"Fraiu'e-r.- using It lilst In her "Story
of Ida."

De Moi'uau probably used the adven-tui- e

of my own quondam maid, a
loniauce famlllnr to all the old colony
because of her hiving served a certain
Knsllsh friend of the De Morgans for
years. Trapped Into a religious cere-
mony only after the establishment of
the civil one by the new Italian

she round hciseir anil two
children deserted with no ledicss. Fur
years the colony Ignored the misad-
venture, calling the lads her nephews.
Some year or two ago the hiislnud
turned up repentant, legitimized the
children nnd made our jnald his hell ;

hut this chapter was after De Mm gnu
had wiltten ",1om11i Vance."

It does not seem so wondeiful to
those who know those old time Flor-
entine artists that De Morgan took to
his pen. Writers and artists mingle
much in tho-- e circles, but art lielng
put as the inveted coal, many strive
along towanl it regardless of the sei
cud. it may be the real tali III in nbe

Thetc was, to lluistiate. an Amen-ca- n

artist ot De. Morgan's age In that
colony who showed me the manu- -

't v'v L ),' if

" SERETVTOTMDA AT THE CRITERION THEATRE

trust you with my honor and mylio
It Is the nt.it rule of the singer s cruxj
To keep Ills lady's name hid m h's

breast.
to his feet catches

Uullhem by the throat
it t.t o.s-T-

hell with your sly. whining xm;r,
rule. s

And you shall follow them the name
I say.

lie pushes Culihem-'froi- him. who
staggers back nnd fall, timlhcui rc,
to ins reel ami tears open ins blinut
at the throat.

fCtllda, who speaks In Mm f llowlrn
scenes, Is Sercmnndu 's sisti t

nrtnv.
My sltiter Serctnnnd a was not wnn
lly pretty courtesies to ni"li tlir t,0,,rt
She was not wooed at all imt it,i i,y

f01 ce.
Ke.MUScu-.i-

Yet did she make her Mm She's
I!almon's wife

IMIIIV
Voil'ic right. She had i Twtt

It.ilmon's wife,
Oi- - to be called nlioth'1- - nun. rv

sweet :

Her Joy Is tenipeied by ciote memo-
ries.

uriiiA.
0!i, m- sweet sisler. ihin1 w il.

there's time.
scjikmonih

Think, say you' llv vi"r i.k ht
night I 1h :

I d'd not sleep. thmm ii ..r in.my
things -

So many weary thing- - ' r iimn
And only this was set d n tn m
! would not live with Cam I ,.

not.
T!i Jiiii spread out before nj. ii

the sea.
I'..ieh day a lie, each moitc i i il t n

'I.n-- night a dream ..r iu M

OUIIIA.
! it other wives hav. .a w i.il

no love
To give their loids

si:aKMo.MH.
They have, I've ccn t'n in n l

niim
Uh, Seremonda. I am lllbd t ' r

Whcii'saw on Cullhem In- -'

sF.m:Movn
At early dawn a moment "i t

"fwiii in the shadow of rn

hedge.
Where we have parted m " ' i

fore.
He held me in ills arm" unl e.i mv

brow.
lb- - would not kiss my hp" I

begged
That lie would press them '!

shook his head.
And smiled at me and wiped tn '

away.
So kind was lie I did not m " o i. ,

rntil he'd left me and it was to. f
A long time looked he in nr e .nil

said
"Sweetheart, we may ik'ci r d' rnti

the fields.
Nor reach the castle with th.

uio.it :

Yet somewhere we -- hall Hi "' ii"

of life.
,. inrec togeiuci iii'i :i" "i

I.ove." ''

CSuida bursts into tears s I.

tries to comfoit in i 4

Itaimon kills fiu'tn v
lus heart to Seremonda n" ''.

script. Dk kciis si i,

early American utc
tcrcst and wntten
himself. Also, w In n

ccsca" lost hi r
poetry, developing " il

talent and iiniuoi il.
Floteiue's tunei.i ,.

The last time i i it
Morgans was on the
parturc to make fm i

maitent home in
very happy over r. i.
changing, the diile
Kngland was hoim

In Florence De M"
never counted a I'te-- l

melancholy lame'- - !: 1

lanioiis group wci,-
wire, and her pain'
accorded that tn'. i'
gan was more r.mio
great kindness :

pay him tribute w I eh
ists. A young gul i.n .

answer to her 'mil'
permitted to be in In

for a moment "

self, with all tin- una.
young gill's oiiiin.i-- -

too, that she mine i

for tea in that old i a.

I. ung' Mmtnone
Florrtuo gossip i

Hiat IV Morgan - "
her hooks wert ii.iiu. ,!..'his lack of hebef n

HI"leading to pool

WORLD FAME CAME TO HIM
Last Pre-Raphaelite-

s, Bore:
and Were Success

Hnlmoiftprlugs


